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Casiro needs a ltttle primary In-
etruction as to who we are.

War balloonists are beginning to
make battle-ships look old fashioned.

Perslans now have the massacre
fever. Oh, clvillzation s spreading,
all right.

It Annn Gould's marriage should
turn out happily, how surprised every-
one would be!

The world-wide steel trust Is warned
not to glve cause for an alteration of
vowels in its name.

There are some people who didn’t
even look at thelr money after read-
ing of the ten-dollar counterfeit hills.

A celebrated ornithologist says that
butterfiies are the best actors in ths
wurld, and he was not speaking of
summer girls, elther.

A New York woman committed sul-
clde because she couldn't pay her
rent. Some people go to extremes In
trying to fool the landlord.

The board of education in Shanghal,
China, has declded to punligh the teach-
ers of schools who report that some
of the students are too bad to be edu
cated.

A New York thief was arrested,
tried, convicted, sentenced and started
for prison within 24 hours, However,
he is permitted to take his time about
gerving his term,

Commander Peary knows now who
the candidates of the great political
parties are, but he will have to walt
until next summer to find out whao
huas been elected,

Now that wireless telephone mes-
gages have been successfully trans
mitted over 12 miles between Newark
nnd New York, the future of wircless
telephony seems bright.

i —————————

The newest and finest passenger
sicamer has a telephone In every
rlateroom, thus enabling passengers
who are sens!ck to call one another up
anid descrive In detall all thelr symp-
toms,

b
Latest disclosures of the Inhuman
treatment of prisoners In Yekaternl,
8t, Petersburg, are convineing that the
worst had not been previously told
nbout darkest Russia. But surely there
fa no worse to come,

Peary's last expedition northward
Is being referred to as “a race to the
pole.” If only there was a general be-
llef that he will cover the complete
stretch of the racetrack the game
would be more exclting.

This proposition to glve every horse
employed In the postoffice department
it 30 days' summer vacation further il-
lustrates the comparative luxurious-
nesgs of working for Uncle Sam even
on a modest salary, Ie's easy,

The shortest time around the world
Is ¢laimed to have been made by Lleut.
Col. Burnley Campbell, who left Liv-
erpool on May 3, 1007, and on hlz re-
turn landed at Dover on June 13, 1907,
covering the ecircuit In 40 days and
1914 hours.,

Palmer of Harvard
university In a recent lecture sald in
substance: “The sclentific world
swung to Darwinlsm and then
swung back; the religlous world
swung over to the scientific position,
and |8 swinging back."

Prof. George E.

The queen of Spain has made a
guick recavery, and has left her room,
while the new baby, now aged three
weeks, takes hls first promenade In
the gardens of La Granja., The first
thing we know, the youngster will be
riding a pony and driving his elder
brother to do stunts over the garden
wall.

The meanest man In the world has
been arresled In New York on the
charge of cheating poets. He not only
stole their songs, but also the money
they sent with the verses In a prize
competition. A man who would de.
fraud a hardworking union poet should
be mude to read all the poetry he re-
celved.

e———————

A wellknown French physiclan has
written a long article upon the useful.
ness of tears, but he falls to note the
foct that they ofen procure for o wom-
in her own wny when dealing with
bard-hearted man. No woman who
nses her ability to ery aright will
pgree with the person who speaks of
“ueeless tears.”

The fallowing advertlsement appears
In a Hungarian journal: “Experienced
person bas opened n school for all
thosa who desire to perfect themselves
in the art of being bumorous. Dry
Intellectual humor taught, as well as
ordinary  wittlelama of dally life
Demonstrations in practleal jokes il
desired,"” Here's a great opportunity
for the editor of London Punch.

BY GEO. V. HOBART,

Dear Bunch: I'm not yet hep to
this gag of hiking across the geogra-
phy from town to town, like & hop-
toad In n cabbage-patch.

It may be Interestihg to some peo-
ple, but it gets me peeved.

I found your letter walting for me
here,

So they've steered you up agalnst
A new cure for your dyspepsia, eh?—
buttermili!

And a great ldea,
me!

It certainly I8 lucky to drink butter-
milk,

Buttermilk is to the worn-out sys.
tem the same ns a fat-office Is to a
stout politician.

As a thirst-splasher buttermilk is the
ona best bet, but don't ever tell any-
one in Milwaukee that 1 made such
a statement.

Drink it, Bunch, every time you can,

Bunch, belleve

because buttermilk comes down to us |/

from the remotest ages with splendid
recommendations.

Every great man in history was a
buttermilk drinker, Dunch,

Every great man who is now spend.
Ing his time trylng to get into his
tory is a buttermilk drinker, Bunch.

Read between the lines In your his-
tory of ancient Rome, and you will
sep how buttermilk would have saved
the life of Jullus Caesar If he hadn't
had such a weakness for hard cider.

“Where are you golng?" inquired
Calathumpla, the wife of Jullus
Caesar, ns he fastened the gold safety
pin in his toga #nd reached for his
umhrella.

“I am going down {a Rudolph
March’'s cafe in the Forum,” an-
awered Jullus; "you don't need to walt
lunch for me, Callie."

“But, Jullus,”” whispered Calathum-
pia; “why do you spend so much time
at March's cafe In the Forum? 1t
Isn’'t & good plage for you to go, my
dear, Nesides, there Is always a
bunch of loafers hanglng around that
Joint. Why don’t you sit here at home
with me in the cool Stadlum and drink
buttermilk with your loving Calathum-
pia?”

“Buttermilk!" sneered Jullus; “such

“The Tiden of March”

t drink Is only for mollycoddles and
pink flugers. It doesn't make rich
blood in the velns like the hard cider
I get at March's, Avaunt and raus
mittim!"

“But please don't go to that cafe
this morning," Calathumpla kept on
pleading. "Stay at home Just this
onee and spread some of this dellelous
buttermilk over your thirst."

“No buttermilk this day for me,"
answerad Jullus. "I seek a vintage
more expensive, and which tickles
more as it goes down.”

“The tides of March,”
bls wife; “remember
March!"”

“Would this be the fArst tide 1 ever

whispered
the tides of

("HUGH M'HUGH.")

got from March?" Julius whikpored
back.

“The tides of March, remember,"
was her only answer; and away went
Julius to the cafe in the Forum, glv-
ing an imitatlon of Jos Webar
whistling “Qlrla! Girls!" from the Bur
lesque of "The Merry Widow,” which
was then running at the Amphitheater.

What happened in the Forum when
the loafers used Jullus Caesar for &
pin-cushion everybody remembers.

And when Julius dropped on the
marble slab at the buse of the bar he
gasped out: “Darn the luck! Why
didn't 1 fall for the buttermilk which

“The Next Time We Meet—"

stingeth not, neither does it help peo-
ple to bite the dust?”

You won't find these exact words In
history, Bunech, because Jullus gasped
them In Latin, and Latia hates® to get
itsell transiated.

Many other times in the ages
passed did butlermilk come to the
surface, 5o you may take It from me,
Bunch, that It 1s lucky to drink it.

Yes, Bunch, and I'll give you my
solemn word that buttermillke will re-
move freckles,

Catch the freclkle just before golng
to bed and wrap the buttermilk
around it.

1 was reading a book on Lhe train
the other day which attempted to put
me wlse to the reincarnation gag. It's
a far shout from buttermilk to rein-
carnation, Bunch, but maybe you need
something like that last thing, after
80 much buttermilk.

Reincarnation 18 a long, loose-look-
ing werd, and to a perfect stranger
it might sound susplcious, but Its
bark is worse than itg bite,

The Idea of a man being somebody
else In a previous existence, then
swltching to another personality In
the present, Is Interesting (o think
about, to say the least.

I've cooked up three or four studies
along these lines which may interest
you, Bunch!

Go to it, my boy!

FIRST STUDY.

The ghost of Juliug Caesar looked
threateningly at Brutus, the Stabblst:

Brutus sneerad.

“You," he sald, “to the mines!"

Not one of Caesar's muscles quiv-
ered,

Brutus used a short, sharp laugh.

“You," he sald, "on your way!"

Caesar never batted an eyelash.

Brutus pointed to the rear.

“Go away back,"” he sald, “and uee
your laziness!"

Caesar pulled his toga up over his
cold shoulder.

Brutus laughed again, and It was
the saucy, trlumphant laugh of the
man who dodges in front of & woman
and grabs a seat on the elevated rall-
road,

“The next time we meet you will
not do me as you dld me at the base

r!’m

11 re

il not mest agals
to_associate with:
Brutus, L

Caesar smiled, but it was 'ltltont
mirth; and as cold &s the notioe of sus-
pension on the door of a bank.

“Yos, we will meet again” sald
Caasar,

“Where?" asked Brutus, *

“In the far, far future,"” said the
ghost of Cresar, shriekingly, “you will
be born Into the world again by that
time, and In your new personality you
will -be-one of- the Common - Peopls,
and you will burn gas."

“And you?" Inquired Brutus.

“I will be the mpirit’ which puts the
ginger In the gasmeter, and may
HeAvVen have mercy on. your pocket
book,"” shrieked tha ghost'of Caesar,

Brutus took a fit, and used it for
many minutes, but the ghost kept on
shrieking in the Latin tongue.

SECOND STUDY.

Napoleon stood weeping and walllng
and gneshing. his eyebrows on the
battle-fleld of Waterloo.

He was waiting for the moving
picture man to get his photograph.

The victorlons Wellington made his
appearance, laughing loudly  in his
sleeye.

“Pack, Nap! Back to the Boulevard
des Dago!” commanded Wellington.

Napoleon put his chin on his wish
bone and spoke no word.

“You," sald Wellington; “you to the
Champs Ellsa! This is my victory,
and you must leave the battle-field—
It Is time to close up for the night.”

“We will meet agaln, milord,”
sweared Napoleon.
{gl bong swat!™

“What does that mean?" asked Wel
lington.

“It means that the next time we
meat I will do the swatting,” an
swerad Napoleon, bitterly.

“And when will that be?” Inquired
Welllngton, laughing loudly.

“In the far, far fuoture,” replied
the Littla Corporal. “You will thep
ba one of the Common People."

“And what will you be?" Wellingtor
nsked,

“You will live In Brooklyn," Na
poleon went on, llke A man In &
dream; *“and 1 will be the spirit o!
progress, which will meet you at th¢
Brooklyn Bridge at eventide and klek
you in the slats untll your appetite

“We !

“Avec -beau temps

“Napoleon Stood Weeping™

is unfit for publication. Bon soir mes
enfants du spitzbuben!”

Then the Little Corporal called o
cab and left Welllugton alone on the
baltle-field.

Don’t mind me, Bunch; there's nec
more harm in me than there is In a
rattlesnake. Yours as indiealed,

J. H.
(Copyright, 1908, hy G. W. Dillingham Co.)

Near a Bad Bargaln.,

The agent of the titled wooer found
that the ambitious Amerlcan girl had
only $150,000 a year.

Ot course, he advised his principal
to withdraw,

“But,” insisted the latter, “I could
scrape along on $160,000 a year."

“Posgsibly, but who'd support your
wile?" ,

Even love could put forth no argu-
ment agalnst this,

By Inference.

The maglstrate looked severely at
the small,” red-faced man who had
heen summoned before him, and who
returned his gaze without flinching.

"“So you kicked your landlord down-
stalrs?” enfd the maglstrate. “Did you
imagine that was within the rightas of
& tenant?"

“I'll bring my lease In and show It
to you,"” said the little man, growing
still redder, “and 1Nl wager you'll
ngree with me that anyvthing they've
forgotten to prohibit In that leass I
had a right to do the very first good
chanee I got.'—Youth’s Companion,

Have Learned to Dress Well,

Ellen Terry sayas (hat when she
came to this country in 1883 some of
the “women wore Indlan shawls and
dinmond earrings on Lhe sireet, dress-
Ing too grandly for the street and too
shahbily. for the theater. Bhe now
finds that the women know how to
wedr the demilollet az well as thelr
French slaters and are beautifully
dressed, not only for the street, bui-in

full dresp al the theaters.

BUTTERMILK AND FAME

Perhaps some sclentist will esplain
what there is8 In'churned milk which
makes men wax great, Think of &
Scotchman like Andrew Carnegle tell-
Ing what benefits may be derived from
this mild intoxicant, praising it far
above the best Scotell ever distilled.
President Roosevelt has boomed &
roadside house in the Natlonal Rock
Creek ,reservation in Washington on
account of the excellant brand of but-
termilk which may be imbibed on its
shady veranda, The house sells more
exhilarating drinks, but through its
buttermilk it is famous. The presl-
dent and his frlends drop In there at
least once & day for a drink and some-
times several times when the air s
torrid. Gen. Miles drinks buttermilk
and B0 does Admiral Dewey. Vice-
Presldent Falrbanks has gald In the
presence of veritable witnesses that
earth contains nothing finer in the
way of food and drink than a slice of
custard pie and a glass of cold, fresh
buttermilk. The cockiall man i lope-

some these days, and he sneaks off
by himself to Indulge. Buttermilk has
the place of honor for those who wish
1o be counted among the truly great.

Why Women Grow Fat.

« “There are more fat women to the
gquare mile in New York than in any
other city of the United States,” sald
n dealer In an anti-fat preparation.
“How do 1 account for so much obesity?
Well, I suppose because this is a city
of such long distances and ‘here are
80 many surface and elovated car iines
in all directions that women get into
the habit of riding wherever they go.
They soon become Iagy and think they
will feel fatigued if they walk six
blocks, Then they . eat heartlly and
are too fond of sweetmeats, The fair
sex geem to bs more worried over be
Ing fat than thiy, though I think of the
two a fut woman never looks s bad ds

a fat man, because hor clothes help h

hide her qu ;)

7 interest,

“You cerl.t!nl]r mtdn't marry a girl
for her money, would you, Tom?"

“Of course not; nelther would I have
the heart to let her become an old *
:;f.d becauso she happened to be well
What a Poultry Man Bays About 20-

Mule Team Borax.

As I am In the poultry business, I
had ten white chicks to wash and
prepare for o show. I used “20-Mule
Team" Boap for washing the birds,
and I ean say from years of ex-
perlence washing white blrds, never
before have I found a soap or
Borax that cleaned my birds so fine
qdmr. I had a great deal of com-
ment on my birds belng so white,

an | J. A, Dinwiddle, New Market, Tenn.

All' dealers—1;, 1 and 6 Ib, cartons.
Sample and booklet, 6e. Paclfio
Coast Borax Co, Chicago,

Absorbing.
8flas—Ha! Ha!
bunkoed again.

Cyrug—Do tell!
time?

Bllas—Why, Reuben saw an  &d
that stated that for one. dollar they
would send him some of the most ab-
gorbing literature he ever read.

Cyrus—And what did they
him?

Bilas—Why, they sent him a pam-
phlet entitled “How Blotters Are
Made" and another entltled "Polints
on Turkish Towela,"

The Oid-Time Boy.

The boy of to-day who complains of
anything should be made lo read the
rules and regulations lald down for
boyse In old colonial days. He had to
stand up at the table. He must go to
bed at candlelight. He must not sit
down In the presence of a visitor. He
must not shout, He must not run
without cause. e must not throw
stones at animals or birds. He must
not idle on the street, and If he had
been found trying to stand on his
head he would have gone to jall for
week,

Reuben pgot

What was it this

sond

Warm Welcome Assured,

“And you say you haven't been home
all the afternoon?’ reprimanded the
old lady on the bridge.

"No'm," copfessed the mamall
with wet halr.

“Well, why don't you go home right
away? Your mother will be wearlng
her soul away for you."

The Httle boy was thoughtful.

“Yessum, but if I get there before
my halr dries she will be wearing a
shingle away for me, You see, I've
been In swimming."

SELF DELUSION
Many People Decelved by Coffee.

boy

We like to defend our Indulgencles
and habits even though we may be .
convinced of thelr actual harmful
ness,

A man can convince himself that
whisky {s good for him on a cold morn-
ing, or beer on & hot summer day—
when he wants the whisky or beer,

It's the same with coffes, Thousands
of people suffer headaches and nerv.
ousness year after year but try to
persuade themselves the cause is not
coffee—because they ke coffes.

“While yet a child I commenced use
ing coffes and continued it,” writes a
‘Wis. man, “until I was a regular cof-
fee flend. I drank it every morning
and In consequence had a blinding
headache nearly every afternoon.

“My folks thought it was coffee that
alled me, but I liked it and would not
admit it was the cause of my trouble,
so I stuck to coffee and the headaches
stuek to me,

“Finally, the folks stopped buylng
coffee and brought home somae Postum.
They made it right (difections om
pkg.) and told me to se¢ what differs
ence It would make with my head, and
during the first week on Postum my
old afiiiction did not bother me once,
From that day to this we have used -
nothing but Postum in place of co
fee—headaches are a thing of thep
and the whole family Is in fine health.”

Name given by Postum Co, Ba
Creek, mmwmw
ville” in . R fatrt A
one ap from time to time. T
nmmﬁ #
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